ALONG  THE   ROAD

They were young boys, the eldest sixteen or
seventeen, the youngest not more than ten.
Flapping along in their black skirts they walked
with an unnatural decorum. It was difficult to
believe, when one saw the little fellows at the
head of the crocodile5 with the tall Father in
charge striding along at their side, it was difficult
to believe that they were not masquerading. It
Seemed a piece of irreverent fun ; a caricature by
Goya come to life. But their faces were serious ;
chubby or adolescently thin? they wore already
an unctuously clerical expression. It was no
joke. Looking at those black-robed children,,
one wished that it had been.

We climbed on 5 the little priestlings descended
out of sight. And now at last we were at the
gates of the heavenly city. A little paved and
parapeted platform served as landing to the flight
of steps that led up into the heart of the convent
In the middle of the platform stood a more than
life-sized statue of some unheard-of saint. It
was a comically admirable piece of eighteenth-
century baroque. Carved with coarse brilliance,
the creature gesticulated ecstatically, rolling its
eyes to heaven 5 its garments flapped around it in
broad folds. It was not, somehow, the sort of
saint one expected to see standing sentinel over